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WOMAN'S TLEETS. 


PO ae 


ScenE—Dressing-room. 


Mrs. Womanahoy lying on a couch. Infant in a cradle. , 
Enter Mrs. Snooks with Monthly Nurse. 


Nurse. This, Ma’am, is the lady who will oblige 
you by becoming the undertaker of your babe. 
[Mrs. Womanahoy takes up an eye-glass and 
eyes Mrs. Snooks with a eritical gaze. 
Mrs. W. Woman, do you understand the preroga- . 
tives of your sex? 
Mrs. 8. Should do, Mun, as I’ve had ’em of my 


own to see to. 


Mrs. W. Of course you have. But do you see to 
them ? 

Mrs. S. To be sure I did, Mum, till they died. 

Mrs. W. Died, woman! What do you mean? 

Mrs. 8S. It was all along o’ that factory, Mum. <A 
woman can’t be in two places at once, and so— 

Mrs. W. Oh, Isee! The benumbing influences of 
the factory system have so chilled your faculties that— 

Mrs. S. Beg pardon for interrupting, Mum. It 
wasn’t no chill at all. Molly Biggs’s girl had charge 
on ’em, and she says she gave Halbert Halexander a 
bit of a push, and he fell on the fire and pulled the 
babby a’ top on him. I dunno how ’twas, but they 
was both dead in a week. The babby died last night, 
as sweet a babby as ever was seen. 

Mrs. W. [raising her hands in dire amazement.] Oh, 
the deplorable ignorance of the women of England! 

Mrs. S. [indignantly.| Ignorance, indeed! How 
could I help it? It wasn’t— | ; 

Mrs. W. Woman, woman, you will drive me mad! 
I speak of the glorious destiny, the high prerogatives 
of our mutual sex, and you answer me with tales of 
the petty affairs of your own insignificant individual- 
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ity! Woman! [with increased vehemence] does not my 
own example speak volumes? Think you I would 
abandon my offspring to the care of an illiterate 
stranger but for the imperative claims of devotion to 
womanhood in general ? 

Mrs. 8. [aside.] Well for young Master Hotspur 
that some one will take care of him, I’m thinking. 


Enter Parlor Maid, bearing cards on a silver waiter, 
and with a paper in her hand. 


Parlor Maid [ presenting the cards.] Ma’am, there 
are two gentlemen arrived as deputation from [reading 
from the paper] the ‘‘ Society for infusing new life and 
power into the Social State by the restoration of the 
Female Element to its rightful position, from which, by 
the tyranny of man, it has been degraded, with a view 
to the formation of a College for the training of 
Woman into a due appreciation of her condition of 
slavery, the said College to be called ‘The Rights of 
Woman College.’ ” 

Mrs. W. [who has listened with breathless attention, 
raises herself enthusiastically from her pillow, and 
seizing the cards, exclaims:] Show the gentlemen up 
instantly, Dorothea. Let them see that I am superior 
to every weakness of my sex! 

Nurse [importantly.| Ma’am, Dr. Angelina Boodle 

imperatively forbade— 
Mrs. W. [waving off Nurse majestically.] Silence, 
Nurse! What weight can the directions of Dr. An- 
gelina Boodle have, compared with the imperious 
demands of the Rights of Woman? Arrange my 
couch with decorum befitting the occasion. Dorothea, 
show up the Deputation. Woman [to Mrs. Snooks], 
you can retire. 

Mrs. S. And what about the babby? | 

Mrs. W. ‘Take the child. Can I have thought for 
the puny wants of a miserable unit, and that unit a 
part of my own identity, when the claims of millions 
[clasping her hands ecstatically|—of millions are weigh- 
ing upon my spirits! Woman! [with renewed vehe- 
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mence, as Mrs. Snooks retires with the infant,] you be- 
hold in me the Apostle of Womanhood. Bear forth 
with you into the desert of life the remembrance of 
this one oasis of devotion to duty. Where precept 
fails, example will prevail. [Sinks back exhausted. 
Nurse rushes to her, waving back the Deputation, on the 
point of entering. | : 


AUl’ i. 


ScENE—School-room. 


Boadicea lying on the hearth-rug playing with a kitien. 
Stuart Mill leaning out of the window talking to a 
boy in the garden. Cleopatra dancing on the sofa 
with a doll. Books, slates, ete., lying on a table, with 
empty seats around wt. The door aar, through which 
appears a glimpse of Miss Subrosa in conversation 


with Sam. j 
Stuart Mill [with a shout.}| Here’s Pa! 


[Miss Subrosa enters suddenly, the door closes 
behind her, retreating footsteps heard. 


Miss 8. (seating herself at the table.] Children, what 
means this disorder? Boadicea, is that theme con- 
cluded upon “ The Budding Powers of the Female In- 
tellect, as displayed in the Cradle’? Stuart Mill, let 
me hear you recite that powerful Essay of your hon- 
ored mother upon “The Due Subjection of Man.” 
Cleopatra, is that the method by which you study— 

Mr. W. [appearing at the window.]  Boadicea, 
where’s your mother? | 

Boad. I think, Papa— : 

— Miss S. [with dignity.]  Boadicea, resume your 
studies. If Mr. Womanahoy so far forgets what is 
due to my position, as developer of your intellectual 
powers, as to offer an interruption to your exercises, it 
is your place, by your silence, to remind him of his 
inconsiderate—I may say indecorous—not to say im- 
pertinent—behavior. I [drawing herself up] will 
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answer any inquiry the husband of my esteemed pa- 
troness may put. 

Mr. W. [impatiently.] In one word, then, where’s 
my wife? 3 . 

Miss 8. Sir, the honored mistress of this establish- 
ment quitted it before the time of my diurnal visitation 
for the purpose of advancing her solicitous endeavors 
for the mental cultivation of her children; but I will 
endeavor to learn, from her daughter, some idea of her 
projected plans for this morning. Boadicea, you are 
permitted to speak. 

Boad. J think, Papa— 

Cleopatra. I know where Mamma is. She’s gone to 
the Women-in-Breeches Club. 

[ General chorus of ‘‘ Cleopatra !”’ 

Cleo. I know she is, for I heard Sam tell Dolly so. 

Miss 8. Cleopatra, how often am I to caution you 
against your dangerous love of the low society of the 
kitchen ? 

Stuart Mill. Miss Subrosa likes to keep Sam all to 
herself. ) 

Miss 8. [rising mdignantly.| If I am to be subject 
to insult—first by the interference of the husband of 
the lady of this household, next by the insolence of 
that lady’s son—I think the sooner I assert my inde- 
pendence, by, withdrawing my educational assistance, 
the better. 

Mr. W. [aside] I am quite of your opinion, 
Ma’am. [Aloud.] Stuart Mill, apologize to this lady 
for your rudeness. Do you hear me, sir? 

[Stuart Mill mutiers an apology. 
And now, Boadicea, where zs your mother? Your poor 
little brother has been in convulsions all night. That 
wretched woman has neglected him shamefully. I 
have sent for the doctor; but where is your mother? 

Boadicea [looking frightened.| Tm sure I don’t 
know, Papa, only I think she is gone to the Council 
Board, to vote for— : 

Stuart Mill. I know, Pa: she’s gone to vote for 
women being empties. 


Mr. W. Being what? 

Stuart Mill, Empties, Pa. I heard her say yester- 
day women ought to be empties in the House, and she 
should vote for it. 

Boad. M.P.’s, Stuart Mill, not empties. 

Mr. W. [Aside.] I fear her place is empty in her 
own house. [Aloud.|] Can no one tell me where my 
wife is? . 

Miss 8. Just now, when I was compelled to retire 
to recruit my exhausted frame with refreshing draughts 
of oxygen, I saw Mrs. Womanahoy proceeding toward 
the railway station, with Dr. Goahead, Mrs. Flash and 
Miss Allspurandnorein. 

Boad. Oh, to be sure,—why this is the day for the 
grand meeting at Arlington of the “Freedom from 
Marital Bondage Society,” and there was to be a lec- 
ture afterward from Professor Elizabeth Brag, on 
“ Every Woman her own Master.’”? Why, she won't 
be back till seven. 

Mr. W. That poor child! iB i) & 


“ACT IIL 
ScENE ].—Servants’ Hail. 


Parlor Maid writing at a table. Enter Sam smoking 
| a cigar. 


Sam. Is it permissable, Miss Dorothea, to inquire 
the subject of your studies? ° 
| [Parlor Maid makes no reply. 
Sam. [approaching softly and peeping over her shoul- 
der.] Poetry, as ’m alive! Our Dolly a poet! 
[Seizes the paper. 
Parlor Maid [rising in wrath.] You vulgar, ill- 
mannered being. _Mrs. Womanahoy may well say all 
men are brutes. 
Sam. Does Mrs. Womanahoy say so? Compliment- 
ary to the master! 


§ 


Parlor Maid. Master, indeed! What woman of 
spirit would call any man master? 

Sam. [making a low bow.] Your most obedient, 
humble slave—allow me to give to the public the fruit 
of your imaginative brain:—[Mounts the table and 
reads in a loud voice :|— 


“ Oh, listen to my song 

Of the days that are gone by, 
When woman did belong 

To the goddesses on high ; 
When man he did behave 

As every man ought to, 
He was her willing slave, 

And she had nothing to do,’— 


Hallo, Dolly, when was that? rather hard upon poor 
man, though, ’m thinking— [ Bell rings. 
“ She only had to sit 
And listen to his sighs, 
But now she has to work 
From the moment she does rise 
Till she goes to bed at night, 
And then she’s so tired 
She cannot even think 
How much she’s admired. 
Oh ! the woes, the woes of woman, 
Because cruel man ts so inhuman.” 


That line won’t do, Miss Dorothea, it’s too long; let 
me see, how shall we correct: the press? 
“ Oh! the woes, the woes of woman, 
All owing, you brute, to you man.” 
[Bell rings again. 
Now there’s a proof in point—who can be ringing 
that cruel bell? disturbing the pleasant lucubrations, 
the innocent recreations, the intellectual avocations, 
of a lady who shall be nameless—who, but that hard- 
hearted monster, calling himself— . 
[Bell rings again, violently. 
Cook [entering hastily.] Dolly, don’t you hear the 
drawing-room bell? 


9 
Parlor Maid. I hear, but I do not think I’m called 


upon to interrupt— 

Boadicea [screaming outside, from the top of the 
stairs.| Oh, do some one come—Cleopatra has killed 
Julius Cesar! . [ Kzeunt omnes, in disorder. 


Scene IT.—Drawing-room. 


Julius Cesar lying lifeless on the floor. Cleopatra sob- 
bing violently. Stuart Mill looking awestruck; enter 
Boadicea, followed by Cook, ete. 


Cook. Goodness, gracious me! what has happened ? 

Cleop. I didn’t mean to do it, cook, I’m sure I 
didn’t ; but mamma says if we give way to them as lit- 
tle boys, they’ll trample on us as they grow bigger, 
and I couldn’t bear to be trampled on. 

Boad. Oh, cook, where can nurse be? 

Cook. Nurse? Why, gone gossiping to be sure, as 
she always is. J never saw such goings on in any 
house before in my life. Don’t stand gaping there, 
Sam; run for the doctor, do; not that Angina, mind. 
_ Fetch a real man doctor, and find master if you can. 

Boad. He’s gone to see about poor baby being 
buried, Sam. 

Cook. And now there'll be two of them, as sure as 
can be. Oh, you naughty, wicked girl! How did it 
happen, Miss Boadicea ? 

Boad. Why, little Julius took Cleopatra’s doll. I 

wanted her to let him play with it a bit, but she said 
it was her right, and she would stand up ‘for her rights 
like a woman. Then Stuart Mill told them to fight it 
out, and they did fight. I rang the bell, but no one 
came; and then, oh, cook, she hit him such a blow 
just here [ pointing ‘to his temple]. It knocked him 
down, and he’s never moved since. 

[Door bell rings. Exit parlor-maid. 

Mrs. Womanahoy [rushing in frantically, followed by 
parlor maid.| Where is he?—my darling—my pre- 
clous—my Julius Cesar! [Falls hysterically by his 
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side. Rising again, exclaims] Why is not Dr. Ange- 
lina Boodle here? Must everything depend upon me? 

Cook [bluntly.] The doctor is coming, ma’am. 

Mrs. W. And where is my husband? Why is he 
absent from his post, while I am sacrificing feeling, 
affection, all, all, at the shrine of duty, devotion to my 
generation? Is he— 

Boad. [bursting into fresh tears.| He’s gone to —— 
Oh, Mamma, dear little baby is dead! 

Mrs. W. Dead? my infant dead? 

Boad. Yes, Mamma. Papa says that woman neg- 
lected him shamefully, and he— | 
— Mrs. W. Yet I gave her my pamphlet upon ‘‘ The 
Study of the Infant Frame, with regard to the due 
fulfilment of the duties of the Maternal Office”—gave 
it her with a strict charge to attend rigorously to its 
injunctions. Was ever woman so tried as I? I have 
scarcely a moment, even now, to stay—l[looks at her 
watch|—7.38% precisely, and I am due punctually at 8 
at the Hall of Female Justice to preside at a meeting 
for asserting the right of woman to admission to the 
chief offices of State. I have now a case in point to 
bring from my own domestic circle in proof of man’s 
inefficiency for the guidance of affairs: I leave my 
children while in pursuit of my onerous duties in 
charge of their own natural (I should say wn-natural) 
father for the period of oneshort day. I return to find 
two of them fallen victims to neglect— 

Boad. [interrupting.| Oh, but, Mamma, indeed poor 
Papa has been in and out all day. He has scarcely 
‘aie to the office at all, he has been so anxious about 

aby. 

Mrs. W. Not been to the office! What gross 
neglect! Sacrificing duty to feeling! What an ex- 
ample to set my children! Daughter, in me you be- 
hold a type of excellence of another stamp. Let this 
present scene remain indelibly impressed upon your 
memory through life. | 

Cook [aside.] If she forgets it, that’s more than I 
shall. [| Exit Cook. 
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Mrs. W. {continues.] In me you behold the triumph 
of devotion to the many over affection for the few. 
Dorothea, go prepare me some refreshment for my poor, 
jaded, bodily frame. [ait parlor maid.] Daughter, 
I have been listening to the most overpowering elo- 
quence upon a subject of vital interest to you, as to 
every future wife in England, “The folly of woman in 
yielding to man the initiative in the choice of entrance 
upon the conjugal state.’ My daughter, I could envy | 
you the privilege of entering upon an arena cleared 
from the obstructions hitherto choking up the path of 
woman—that, too, my daughter, by the efforts— But 
where can my husband be! ‘This strain, which I ought 
not to have to bear alone, is annihilating. 

Boad. He wanted to send nurse, Mamma, but no 

one could find her. 
Mrs. W. I thought every member of my household 
was aware that I had given the superintendent of my 
nursery a free ticket of admission to the evening re- 
unions at the rooms for Female Progress. 

Boad. Papa sent to the rooms, Mamma, but she 
was not there, and they say she never had attended 
but once. 


[Re-enter Cook, with blankets, followed by Kitchen 
mad, bearing a bath of hot water. 


Mrs. W. Cook, what means all this apparatus? 

Cook. Vm going to see if I can’t bring this poor 
lamb to life again? 

Mrs. W. Oh, ignorance of the simplest principles 
of our human existence! Do you not know, cook, 
that vital power once destroyed—life once extinct—no 
human agency can ever restore it? 

Cook. Ill see if something can’t be done. 

Mrs. W. Stay, cook! stay, I implore you! One 
ignorant application, and death, instantaneous death, 
may be the result. I will consult my volumes of the 
Female Encyclopedia for the article on “Suspended 
Animation,” while partaking of my much-needed re- 
freshment. Alas! I have but ten minutes to spare 
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before that inexorable meeting demands my presence. 
[ Exit. ] 

Cook. Now, Miss Boadicea, don’t ery, my dear; but 
come and help me with your poor, dear little brother. 
I’m not going to say anything against a mother to her 
own daughter; but my mother used to say, “‘ Let every 
woman keep her own hearth clean.” We hear a deal, 
nowadays, about Woman’s Rights. To my mind, it is 


a pity some one does not say something about WoMAN’s 
LeErFTts. 


[Enter Mrs. W., accompanied by the surgeon, who wm- 
3 mediately proceeds to examine the child. 


Mrs. W. [hurrying in, and carrying a large volume.] 
What means this intrusion ? [to the surgeon. ] 

Surgeon. Intrusion, madam? 

Mr. W. Belinda, my dear, I requested the doctor to 
come with me at once to see to our poor child. 

Mrs. W. Husband, such interference with my house- 
hold arrangements is unpardonable. Sir, [to the sur- 
geon,| Dr. Angelina Boodle is my children’s medical 
attendant. : 

Sur. [to Mr. W.] Am I to consider myself dis- 
missed ? 

Mr. W. By no means, sir. Belinda, my dear, I 
must insist upon it that you allow this gentleman to 
attend to our child. 

Mrs. W. Tyrant! Autocrat! Dictator! Is that 
language to employ to an enlightened, free-born 
Englishwoman? Insist, indeed! [Here the child 
yawns and opens his eyes. Mrs. W. rushes toward him 
with a scream, which causes him to sink back, as if again 
fainting. | 

Surgeon [attempting to draw Mrs. W. away.] I must 
beg you, madam, to control your feelings. , ; 

Mrs. W. Unhand me, wretch! Am I to be assaulted 
in my own drawing-room?’ Such insolence is insuffer- 
able. I— | Enter Dorothea 

Doro. Ma’am, a messenger has arrived from the 


15 


Hall of Female Justice, begging your immediate at- 
tendance. 

Mrs. W. I come, I come! Oh, the agonies of a 
distracted heart, torn with conflicting duties! Hus- 
band, I delegate to you the onerous charge of the ma- 
ternal office. Care for this precious child, I implore 
you, with the tenderness, the devotion, the judgment 
I myself should, were I but free to yield to the solicit- 
ous yearnings of my heart. I will bear my Encyelo- 
pedia with me, and in the intervals of the weighty 
business of my presidentship, will draw up a concise 
sketch of the measures proper to be taken. In the 
mean time it may perhaps be as well, considering my 
enforced absence, to avail yourself of any little know- 
ledge this gentleman may possess; but I shall be in an 
agony of apprehension till my return. [£zit.] 


Scene IT] —Hall of Female Justice. 
Ladies seated round a table. 


Mrs. W. [entering hastily and carrying the ‘‘ Encyclo- 
poedia.” | Wives, mothers, daughters of England! 
My countrywomen! Coheiresses with me of an inher- 
itance of slavery; fellow-victims at the shrine of rot- 
ten antiquity and the Moloch, Social Society; I fly to 
you on the wings of duty, pursued by the piercing 
arrow of maternal solicitude. Alas! for my poor lace- 
rated heart, my too susceptible nature! Bear with 
me, my friends, if fora moment I yield to the over- 
whelming tide of inward emotion (pauses and sobs con- 
vulswely). Oh, the weakness of poor human nature! 
but I will command myself by a vigorous effort. My 
friends, were I to tell you what I have gone through the 
last half hour, your sympathetic hearts would ache for 
me. (Cries of ‘‘We do sympathize! We do sympathize !’’) 
Thanks, my friends, thanks many for these precious 
tokens of kindred feeling. But it is not words that I 
want—not words, my countrywomen, but deeds!  Liis- 
ten, that the recital of my wrongs may rouse your gen- 
erous souls to action. Writhing under the sense of our 
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common wrong, I go forth this morning to fulfil the 
duties of my mission—the advocacy of Woman’s 
Rights, the exposition of Woman’s Wrongs, the de- 
nunciation of Man’s Tyranny. I return to find my 
household disorganized, my husband absent, my chil- 
dren sacrificed. And this, my friends, owing to* the 
neglect of aman calling himself head of the household, 
husband of the woman whose confidence he had abused, 
father of the children, victims of neglect. (Cries of 
‘Shame! shame!) Yet more, my friends. Were it not 
for the demands of devotion to my sex, I should blush 
to relate it—I have suffered violence-—violence at the 
hands of a being calling himself a man and a gentle- 
man—violence in my own house, and in the presence, 
nay, with the connivance, of my own husband. (Re- 
newed cries and great confusion.) My countrywomen, 
I hail these tokens of indignation with joy. Shall we 
longer tamely submit to the blind law of custom and 


prejudice by which, to such beings as these, is commit- —_ 


ted the control of peoples and the sole direction of 
affairs? (loud cries of ‘“Never! never !’’)—beings inca- 
pable of governing their own households, of controlling 
their own passions, of.shielding their own offspring 
from the ravages of disease and the blight of neglect ? 
(Tremendous confusion, during which Mrs. W. makes 
strenuous efforts to be heard, and succeeds at length in 
continuing.) Regenerators of humanity, let us resolve 
ourselves into a committee for the instant consideration 
of the best mode vf meeting the necessities of our case. 
Upon one thing we are all agreed, the vital importance 
of immediate legislation on our behalf (‘‘ We are! 
we are!’’) Let us return, with an overwhelming ma- 
jority, a female candidate for the Senate. (‘‘ We will, 
we will. Our President! our President!) Nay,my 
friends, you overpower me. My unworthiness—(‘‘ Wo, 
no!’’—immense excitement.) May I request ?—hear 
me a moment. Let me suggest before this precious 
opportunity is for ever passed, let us consider the dif- 
ferent measures upon which the fiat of legislation is 
imperatively and immediately to be demanded. 
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[Mingled cries of ‘‘ Abolition of all distinction of 
dress in the sexes’’—“‘ Throwing open of all Clubs alike 
to men and women ”—“ Establishment of National Nur- 
series for the relief of maternal citizenesses”—“ Imme- 
diate election of Female Heads of existing Colleges in 
reparation of past injustice’’—“ Formation of a Female 
Boating Club and a Female Jockey Club’’—“Throw- 
ing open of every profession, clerical, military, legal, 
medical, to both sexes alike’—‘‘ Acknowledgment of 
the right of women to elect their own partners in the so- 
cial circle’’—‘“‘ Formation of a Court of Females for the 
trying of all marital offences’’—‘‘ Election of a Lady 
Chancelloress, with a Vice-Chancelloress’s Court in 
each town, for the due regulation of all Household Ex- 
chequers’’—‘‘ A law for the exemption of matrons from 
the degrading influences of the nursery and kitchen”’ 
—“ The title of Lady Mayoress to be no longer an emp- 
ty sound, but a fact, embodying a living reality, the 
office itself to be extended, as to power and influence, 
to every provincial town, with the appointment of 
town councilloresses for the due control of all civic 
affairs” —“ Primarily, peremptorily and permanently, 
a law decreeing the election of at least one female can- 
didate, by every borough, to a seat in the House of 
Representatives of the people.’’]— Tremendous cheer- 
ing, immense excitement, during which the curtain falls. 


EPILOGUE. 


Ye women of Old England, 
“How beautiful ye stand !”— 
The crown of hearth and homestead, 
The glory of the land. 


Your power, the golden scepire 
Of self-denying love ; 
Your province, heart and intellect, 


— Yo mould for God above. 
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Your way enriched with music, — 
In diapason strong, 

Of many voices blessing 
The path ye tread along. 


Your hope, to warm and soften 
The cold, hard tints of life— 

A guide to erring wanderers, 
A resting-place from strife. 


Your work, to launch each vessel 
T hat leaves our social shore. 

Take heed unto the launching : 
There are breakers on before ! 


And heed ye well the moorings 
Of the good ship Infe at Home, 

For once they slack or weaken, 
Alas for days to come ! 
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